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Chapter One 


Fucking Lars. Strutting around in those damn spandex pants like some chick. Wiggling his ass with every step. 
Flirting with everyone and everything. 


They were just talking. James, Lars, Cliff and Jason. Just chilling, having fun Lars was sitting in Kirk's lap, it 
was some sick game they'd just started playing. Pretending to be homos or something. James wasn't exactly 
sure what was going on between the two of them and he sure as hell wasn't gonna ask. 

Lars and Kirk were whispering between themselves. James wasn't half interested. Just talking to Jason about 
the game the Saturday before and some chick Jason met after a show. Suddenly Lars stood up. He walked 
across the room and James just took a peek at his ass. Because of the fucking spandex, showing everything so 
clearly. Kirk burst out laughing. 

"Told you dude! He totally checks out your ass." 


"What!" James yells. "I do not fucking check Lars's ass out!" 


"Then how'd you know | was talking about you?" Kirk said smirking. 


James felt his face getting hot. He wasn't sure whether to be angry or embarrassed. Then Lars came to sit 


beside him. He put his head on James's shoulder and his hand on his lap. 
"Hts all right” He said. "I've just got a delicious ass." 


He was smiling, almost sweetly. James almost thought of kissing him. Almost. Then Kirk came and sat on Lars's 
lap. 


"Hey, don't be giving James all the loving." Kirk said smiling. 
"Don't worry babe," Lars grinned "I've always got enough loving for you." 


Then they started making out. Tongues almost all the way down each other's throats. Grinding slightly against 


each other. 


James pushed them aside. Kirk basically falling on Jason, who'd been sitting quietly the whole time. Then he 


walked away, quick as he could. 

"Homos." 

James sits in his room. Head in his hands. 

‘lim not gay. l'm not gay. l'm not gay." 

He says it again and again. Every time, a bit less convinced, 


Lars and Kirk aren't gay. James has known them both to be with dozens of girls. Still they seem to find great 


pleasure in grinding against each other, making out, maybe even.. having sex? 


Had they ever fucked each other? For a brief moment the image flashes across James's mind. Kirk and Lars, 


hot, sweating, panting, moaning, one inside the others ass. 


Suddenly he becomes aware of his jeans being just a little too tight. James blushes into the empty room. He's 
getting hard. Because of Lars. His fucking friend! Lars! 


James strokes his hand experimentally across his crotch. It feels as good as always. James is tempted to 


continue. But would that mean that he's touching himself, because of Lars? 


Cock is aching for attention now. Doesn't seem like he has much choice. James slowly slides his own pants down 


his thighs. His cock springs out. It's already completely hard. 


James feels even worse for that. Thinking Lars is making him even more turned on than most of the times 


that he thinks about chicks. 

He lies back on the bed and slowly starts stroking. Images start to pop into his mind. Lars bending over, giving 
James a good look at his ass. Lars in the showers. Lars when he's fucking a chick James has seen that on 
some of the many occasions that he's had to share a room with Lars. His little body writhing and sweating. 
Shivering as he comes into whoever he's with at the time. Thinking back, James remembers a few shameful 


hard-ons then too. But he'd always supposed it was the chick. 


James feels his entire body tighten up. He speeds up his hands and moans when he comes all over the hotel 


bed. 

He pulls his pants up and goes to get some tissue to clean it up, thinking it's the bed he's gotta sleep in. He 
decides to himself to never think of this again. And to never think of Lars again. At least never to think of him 
like that again. 


He throws the tissue into a waste bin and throws himself onto the bed. He tries to close out the entire world 
and all the recent, confusing thoughts. Someone turns the doorknob. 


"James, open the door!" It's Lars. 

For a second, James considers not opening. 

"James! | know you're in there!" He knocks rapidly on the door. 

Fucking impatient! That's what Lars is. More impatient than anyone else James knows. 

James stands up and gets the door. Lars is standing outside, suddenly looking shy, even.. meek. 

"You're not mad at me. Are you?" He says softly. 

James can't help but chuckle. Lars looks so cute. 

"No, l'm not." 

"Good" Lars says smiling. "Don't want you to be mad at me." 

He brushes against James as he goes in Normally James wouldn't even notice, but now.. Then he moves on to 
lie on James's bed. James wonders if he can ever think about him in a non-sexual way again. Mostly he blames 
that on Lars and his flirting. 

Lars is smirking. 


"Whatcha thinking about, James?" He says and licks his lower lip. 


James watches the tongue movement, almost entranced, before he utters a reply. 

"None of your business" He says. Not meanly, but Lars nonetheless takes it badly 

He's always been sensitive to that kind of thing. He starts to pout. James smiles slightly, sweet thing, 
"Hey, | didn't mean it that way." He says. "I've just got a lot of stuff on my mind" 

"Okay" Lars smiles. "Do you wanna watch something, then?" 

"Yeah, sure. Are the other guys coming too?" 

'No, | just feel like it's really long since we've done something together, just the two of us" 

James starts to make his way toward Jason's bed 

"Wouldn't it be better to just share a bed?" Lars says. "These are pretty far apart" 


James can't come up with any excuse. At least none better than: "I don't want to be on the same bed as you 


‘cause then I'll want to have sex with you." He definitely isn't gonna say that. 
He lies down on the bed with Lars, who turns on the TV and starts flipping through the channels. 


He finds some movie, James doesn't really think it looks interesting. But Lars stops on it so it'll have to do. Its 
about some guy, who works for some law firm, but really, he's a secret agent or something. 


James thinks he's just about to grasp the plot when suddenly he feels Lars's head on his chest. He doesn't 
mention it, because that's just how Lars is, affectionate. But after a while he lifts his head up, tilting it so his 


face is against James's. 


James can't even begin to realize what's happening until he feels Lars's lips on his mouth. 


Chapter Two 


It lasts for about a minute. A soft kiss from Lars while James sits still like a statue, not knowing if he wants 
him to stop or keep going. Lars draws his head back and suddenly looks ashamed. 


‘lm sorry." He mutters. "You probably didn't want me to do that" 
"No it's... alright." 
James is lost for words, lost for thoughts, lost for anything. Lars just kissed him. Lars! 


He tries to convince himself that he thought it was gross, that he didn't want to kiss Lars, that they're just 


friends. It doesn't really work 

Its not just any guy either. Certainly not just any guy. Its Lars. His best friend Lars. Lars who stayed with 
him, always. Lars had held him, while James cried for his mother. He had held Lars after Cliff's death. 
Sometimes they even slept together. Not having sex or anything, just Lars, climbing into his bed at night. It 
had started when Cliff died, so James just assumed it was just for comforting. James loved it for the warmth, 
and that was all he'd ever admitted to himself. But now he wondered if there was anything more to it. 
"Ummmm.. What do you think?" Lars asks shyly, making James snap back into reality. 

"l." James stops. 

He looks at Lars, his eyes are downcast and he is biting on his lower lip. He is beyond adorable. 

This time, James kisses Lars. 

Its the sweetest kiss, they're surprised and careful. James doesn't know what he should do. Do you do 
something different when you kiss a guy in stead of a chick? Lars just seems happy and doesn't try anything, 
just sits there smiling into the kiss. James wonders if he's doing it right. Do you touch something different, 
when you kiss a guy? He puts his hand on Lars's hip. That makes Lars scoot closer and puts his hand on 
James's thigh. He slowly moves it higher up. James feels his entire body tingle although most of it is happening 
between his legs. 

James breaks the kiss. 

"What?" Lars says, surprised and looking a little hurt. 


"Lars, | don't think I'm ready for.. that kind of... thing." James mumbles. "I hardly even know what l'm doing now." 


"So, what are we gonna do? Just kiss?" Lars says. 


James pauses. What does he want? He hadn't even thought of Lars that way until a couple of hours ago. 
"l. | don't know." James says slowly. 
Lars sits silently beside him. What does Lars want? 


‘lm just confused okay! I've never kissed a guy before." James says. "And I'm not gay.." He adds, to convince 
himself, rather than Lars. 


"Yeah, never thought you were." 


James isn't sure if he detects some irony in Lars's voice. James doesn't even act remotely gay, or so he 


thinks. But if Lars didn't think he was gay, why'd he kiss him? 

Lars looks James in the eye and smirks impishly. 

"But we could still have some fun" 

That doesn't make James any more at ease. ls that what Lars wants? Fun? James hadn't really expected a 
full-blown relationship. James hadn't exactly expected anything. But after all it is Lars. He loves Lars. James 
loves him in such caring, protecting way, being nothing more than fuckbuddies is not an option 


"Is that what you do with Kirk?" James hadn't meant for it to sound mean, but it did. 


Lars pauses. Eyes go down and he bites his lower lip, just like before James kissed him. This time he looks even 


more troubled. 

"Me and Kirk.. that's a completely different thing." He said. His eyes barely flicker to meet with James's. 

James looks at his drummer. He really does look sweet, but James still knows that this is a trick he often uses 
on people. Being so cute that no-one wants to cross his will. James makes a mental note not to let that work 
on him. 

"Exactly what kind of thing?" James asks frustrated. 

Could it be that there was something going on between Lars and Kirk, that they didn't want him to know? 
Maybe it was something that didn't matter to James until he and Lars kissed. Lars could well be in a 
committed relationship with Kirk without James's knowledge. 


"Why do you need to know anyway?!" Lars's voice is getting high pitched, like always when he gets mad. 


"You just kissed mel" James yells at him. 


"Wow! Isn't that something? A fucking kiss! Kisses don't mean shit." Lars stormed out. 


James sits alone in his room. "Kisses don't mean shit." He repeats Lars's words to himself. So what they'd done 
meant nothing to Lars? James was freaking out in every possible way over something that meant nothing to 


Lars? James wonders what was going on between Kirk and Lars anyway. 


He knows that they're close, always sit together, touch and kiss. He always supposed it was mostly to mess 
with people. They always shared bedrooms, too. And back when the band was just getting started. When they 
couldn't afford four hotel beds the two of them always made sure to sleep in the same bed. James starts to 
wonder when it started between them. For how long it had been going on. James starts to wonder about a 


whole damn lot. 


James just stays in his hotel room for the rest of the day. That evening they have a gig, but ‘till then, James 
just tries to pass his time and figure things out. And he has so much to figure out. 


Chapter Three 


I's after the show, after the meet and greet, after the showers, after everything. James lies in his bed and 
is thankful for it finally being over. The pre-show routine was awful, James couldn't put his mind to anything. 
Normally before a show he'd be all hyper and excited but he just felt confused. 

But as usual, the stage changed everything. It was the one place he could be sure of himself. It didn't feel 
awkward or tense anymore, Kirk hit a few wrong notes, but everyone has their bad days. On the stage, James 


knew what he was doing and it was the only thing he was really sure of. 


And afterwards it all came back to him, the awkwardness and the tension. He hurried to his room as fast as 


he could. 


Now he sits, wearing nothing but sweats, and holds a bottle of vodka, the plan is to drink until he falls asleep. 
Not a very clever plan, but the only thing that James thinks will work. 


James is wakened by a knock on the door. At first he doesn’t intend to answer. He lies in bed and tries to fall 
asleep but the knocking doesn't stop. Finally he goes to get the door. 


It's Lars. 
"Can | come in?" He asks. 


His hair is a total mess, even though he's cut it short. He's wearing nothing but tank top, some shorts and a 


pair of high socks. He looks tired and insecure. That's something special, though, seeing Lars insecure. 


James hasn't the heart to leave him standing outside. Even though he thinks that might be the easiest 


solution. 

"Sure you can" He says. 

Lars walks by and looks relieved 

He sits on James's bed and waits for James to sit beside him. 
"I tried to fall asleep." He says. “But | just couldn't" 

"Yeah... | could" James says, still yawning. 


"Oh! I'm sorry.” Lars says. 


"Yeah..." 


"Look! It's just. I'm just sorry about how | left things between us, okay!" 
"Yeah, um me too." 


James feels all the confusing feelings from the day before return Those feelings for Lars, wanting him in a 


way that he never used to. Lars sitting there, apologising, and that's something special coming from Lars. 
"Thing is." Lars says. "| have a crush on you.. and | just thought, maybe.. but I'm sorry and it's all over now." 
"What! You shouldn't be sorry about that! And as for it being over...” 


He kisses Lars urgently, claiming him with his mouth. Lars opens his mouth and lets James inside. They kiss 
passionately and it doesn't take long until James's hand begins to roam over Lars's body. Grabbing his ass, 
travelling up inside his tank top and squeezing a nipple. Lars drags James down to lie on the bed. James on top 
of Lars. Their chests touching, while they still kiss intensely. Then their hard cocks bump together and James 
feels a thrill going through his entire body. Lars moans just slightly and its enough to drive him wild. 


He pushes his hands under the hem of Lars's top and roughly pulls it off. Lars smiles and starts pushing his 
hands into James's pants. He puts his hand on the naked skin of James's ass while James explores his naked 


chest. 


James is fascinated by how different Lars's body is from a woman's. He wonders if the same things will make 
him shiver and moan. He starts with sucking his nipple. That makes Lars's breathing speed up and his hands 


grip James's ass even more firmly. 


Oh, he likes that. So James bites it lightly and gets a soft lustful sigh from Lars. He decides to not stall longer 
at the chest in fear of coming embarrassingly quickly. He pulls down Lars's shorts and socks with them, while 
Lars lifts his body to comply. When he sees Lars's throbbing, ready cock he feels more strongly how badly his 
own cock needs attention. When Lars pulls at James's sweats and James quickly chucks them off. Lars begins 
to stroke playfully at James's big, ready member. 


But then James stops. 
"Lars l.. | don't really know what to do now." 


It might be one of the most embarrassing things James ever said. The mighty Het, admitting that he hadn't a 


clue about what to do while having sex. Well, gay sex, anyway. 
Lars chuckled, and James felt like digging himself into a hole and dying. 


"Have you got any lube?" Lars asks. 


"No..." James pauses. 

"Well, then, put your fingers in my mouth." 
“What? All of them." 

"No." Lars giggles. "Two is enough." 


James puts them into Lars's mouth. Lars sucks them suggestively and then opens his mouth, so James takes 


them out 
"Now put one of them into my ass" 

James does as he is told and puts a finger into Lars 
Lars keeps talking, his breath hitched 


"Now men, like women have an erogenous zone. It's called the prostate and if you move your finger around you 


can find mine." 

James experimentally moves his finger around inside of Lars. Suddenly Lars moans loudly. 

"There! Now put your other finger in" 

James obeys and inserts the second finger. Still rubbing at that spot that's giving Lars so much pleasure. 
"Now take the fingers out." 

James does. 

"Now fuck me." 

James doesn't hesitate, this is what he's been waiting urgently for. 


He pushes himself into Lars. It's so much tighter than he had expected. Way tighter than any pussy he'd ever 
had. And in spite of the spit its not as wet either. He pushes in slowly while Lars mewls beneath him. 


‘Oh, yes! James." 
He pushes until his entire length is inside. Lars lies, ready, panting. James knows what to do now. He starts 


moving inside Lars. He tries to find the spot that he was touching earlier and when Lars yelps, he knows he's 


found it. 


Then they pant and moan and sweat while James thrusts into Lars, getting faster and more passionate with 
every thrust. Lars puts his cock in his hand and starts stroking rapidly. James kisses him intensely until Lars 
comes on his stomach. Then James speeds up even more. Then his orgasm comes ripping through and he lies 
on top of Lars for a moment. Appreciating the ecstasy and the tightness of Lars all around him. 

Then he rolls off, and they lie side by side. 


James turns to his side and puts his arm around Lars. 


Whatever they've got to say, it can wait ‘till morning. 


Chapter Four 


Rays of sunlight shine into the room through the gap in the almost closed curtains and light up the dim room. 
James wakes up with his arms wrapped around someone naked. It takes him a moment to realize who it is. 
Lars! 


He remembers the day before as if it had happened weeks earlier. Lars flirting with him. Fighting with him. 
Fucking him. 


He thought he would have freaked out. Having been the homophobe he was. But for the moment James just 
feels hoppy. 


His eyes suddenly dart to Jason's bed, but thankfully, it hasn't been slept in. He didn't want to explain this to 
Jason just yet. 


He looks at Lars, sleeping he looks somewhat like an angel. The rays of the sun dancing on his naked upper body 
and his face looking so innocent and childlike. James snickers at the thought. Lars the angel. That couldn't be 
right. James moves to lie on his side and starts to stroke stray strands of hair away from his face. Lars 
starts to stir and James stops in mid-movement. But Lars already wakes up. Looking even more angellike, he 


bats his long lashes at James as he opens his eyes. Then he gives him a wide and innocent smile. 
"Hey." Lars says sweetly, with a sleepy voice. 
"Good morning." James says and realizes that he's been smiling the entire time. 


His hands continue to stroke through Lars's hair. They lie in silence for a little while, both smiling at each 


other and savouring this sweet moment. 


Lars puts his hand on James's hip. Stroking it softly with his fingers. James leans down to kiss Lars on his 


mouth. Slowly they move in to a long and tender kiss. 


James starts to get well aware that he and Lars are naked, as his cock starts to touch against Lars's thigh. 
The thought sends a shiver of lust through his body. He starts to rub himself against Lars, who moans and 


pulls James on top of him. 
A hot feeling of pleasure runs through James as his half-hard cock rubs against Lars's. He leans down against 
Lars's neck He's gonna make a mark that won't go right away. He starts sucking on his neck. Beneath him, Lars 


writhes and babbles. 


"Mmmh yes! Oh James!" 


His short fingernails dig into James's back. And his legs spread wide open. James doesn't stop. He sucks and 
licks in between for what must be a couple of minutes. When he finally takes his mouth of Lars's neck it has a 
bright red spot to show for it. James smiles, and seems pleased with his work. Beneath him, Lars lies panting. 
James smiles to himself and moves his mouth further down. Now placing it right beneath Lars's collarbone. He 
starts sucking again. Lars starts to mewl again and James does exactly the same as he did to his neck and 


then, once more, James makes a third hickey on Lars's chest. 


After that, Lars lies, panting, naked and rock-hard on the hotel bed. James moves his head, still lower on 


Lars's naked body. 

‘Is it okay if | blow you?" He asks shyly. 

"Okayl? It's more than okay!" Lars pants excitedly. 

James moves his head towards Lars's cock, not exactly sure what to do. Lars guides him with his hands on 
James's head. James looks at the cock, not exactly sure where to start. He begins by sucking lightly at the 
head. That seems to get a good reaction from Lars, who starts bucking up against his mouth. 

"Easy there." James laughs. "I'm new to this, remember. 

Lars giggles. 

"Ill try." 


James continues sucking at the head and strokes the rest of Lars's cock with his hand while Lars moans just 


slightly. Then Lars whispers. 
"Faster." 


James speeds up his hands and feels that Lars is close. Suddenly, his mouth is full of salty, sticky cum. It feels 
gross and he spits it out as best he can. 


"Ewww, dude!" Lars says. 

And James realizes that he's been spitting it all on Lars's thighs. 
"l'm sorry, but | don't get how chicks can fucking swallow this shit!" 
"Ill show you." Lars says grinning. 


James lies back on the bed. This is gonna be good. 


Lars pulls aside his hair and puts his lips around James's cock. Unlike James, Lars knows exactly what he's 
doing. He sucks and licks and movs his hand like it's all he's ever done. James is getting the blowjob of his life. 
He feels so close to his orgasm, even though it could hardly have been more than ten minutes. 

Then Lars pushes his head down on James's cock until most of it has gone down Lars's neck. James feels 
pleasure shooting up his body like lightning. Lars keeps sucking as James comes down his throat and then lies 
down beside him. 

They lie still for a moment, then Lars stands up and starts to get dressed. 

"Well, better get back to my room." 

"What? Just like that?" 

Lars smiles and bends down to kiss James on the forehead. 

"Just to change clothes, we'll meet down at breakfast" 

James smiles. 


‘Okay, see you there." 


He lay in bed for a while after Lars had gone. This felt like the beginning of something really good. 


Chapter Five 


Kirk wakes up alone. He looks around for signs of Lars having been in the room at any point in the night, but 


finds none. 


It isn't the first time. It won't be the last. Lars comes and goes, whenever he wants to, no matter how Kirk 


tries to make him stay. 


He really doesn't know how he can love him so much, ‘cause Lars sure isn’t giving him the same in return 
They've been together since eight months after Kirk joined the band. The love part he'd just realized recently. 
It had been some night, just like this one, Lars was off with some slut, and Kirk had cried and felt miserable, 
at the time it happened a lot. But in the morning, Lars lay beside him and that was when Kirk knew. He still 
hasn't told Lars, and isn't sure if he should. 


Sometimes, things are good. Then Kirk is happy and Lars is happy with Kirk. Until the day before it had seemed 
to be one of the good times. Maybe the right time to tell Lars that he loved him. But now? Lars had barely 


talked him for two days. Someone else seems to have all his attention.. 


